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Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit), which, being
Three, are also One :—this lady was accompanied by the
number nine to the end that men might clearly perceive
her to be a nine, that is, a miracle, whose only root is
the Holy Trinity. It may be that a more subtile person
vould find for this thing a reason of greater subtilty: but-
such is the reason that I find, and that liketh me best.
After this most gracious creature had gone out from
among us, the whole city came to be as it were widowed
mid despoiled of all dignity. Then I, left mourning in
this desolate city, wrote unto the principal persons
thereof, in an epistle, concerning its condition ; taking
for my commencement those words of Jeremias : Quo-
modo sedet sola civitas! &c. And I make mention of
this, that none may marvel wherefore I set down these
words before, in beginning to treat of her death. Also
if any should blame me, in that I do not transcribe that
epistle whereof I have spoken, I will make it mine excuse
that I began this little book with the intent that it should
be written altogether in the vulgar tongue; wherefore,
seeing that the epistle I speak of is in Latin, it belongeth
not to mine undertaking : more especially as I know that
my chief friend, for whom I write this book, wished also
that the whole of it should be in the vulgar tongue.
When mine eyes had wept for some while, until they
were so weary with weeping that I could no longer
through them give ease to rny sorrow, I bethought me
that a few mournful wrords might stand me instead of
tears. And therefore I proposed to make a poein, that
weeping I might speak therein ,of her for whom so much
sorrow had destroyed iny spirit; and I then began ' The
eyes that weep.'
That this poem may seem to remain the more widowed
at its dose, 1 will divide it before writing it; and this
method I will observe henceforward. I say that this poor
little poem has three parts. The first is a prelude. In the
second, I speak of her. In the third, I speak pitifully to
the poem. The second begins here, ' Beatrice is gone up' :
the third here, * Weep, pitiful Song of mine' The first
divides into three. In the first, I say what moves me to

